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New Fiction in Varied Forms

HOAX. By Anonyvmous, George H.
Doran Company:

HE sauthor of this is well in-
epired in his choice of
ancnymity and in his title,

The book is intentionally enigmatic,
and one suspects the writer of sub-
terfuge beyond hjxl confession. The
stary purports to be the vision of a
Very modern young man, as seen by

his middle aged father, an observer
from the point of view of the middle
fifties. But he is not wholly con-
vincing as a father, or as ene past
the half century mark. Much of his
analysis of the young man rather
Buggests autoblography; the critical
reflections of, let us guess, the late
thirties, instead of the more detached
appraisal of an elder. Not that that
matters greatly, and guesses may
easily go far of the mark. The mora
important fact is that the book Is
persistently “intriguing,” altogether
an extraordinary performance,
though mnot wholly or unqualifiedly
& success,

Its chief drawback is that there is
a little too much of it, producing
something of a strain. It is definjtely
posed, and one feels that the model
is hoiding the difficult position a
Iittle too long. He does hold it, but
one iz a bit relieved when the sitting
iz over and all hands, including the
reader, are allowed to relax. The
thing is, after all, a four de force;
its point could have been made more
effective in two-thirds or less of jts
length,

The story dea!s_' with the love af-
fairs or philanderings of a peculiarly
self-centered young man: outwardly
unusual, yet possibly not so much
€0 as might at first be thought.
Bugene's vacillationg'and half eomic,
half tragic uncertainties and eccen-
tricities are not unigque or really
bizarre experiences. It may be that
many, if not mo=t, voung folk are
more nearly capable of Eugene’s
antics than they are of the tradi-
tional “grand passion” or the single-
mindeéd romantic devotion of the
stock variety of sentimental love
gtories, Eugene is simply a lttle
more clear-headed than most young-
sters, and certainly more frank in
his actions.

Eugene himself perpetrated a
novel, which serves as the climax of
the story in hang. Maybe this is it.
Indeed, he almost tells us so, His
novel was to be built of his own
peculiar experiences with the three
ladies in question, and Eugene
tells us:

After T got deep Into the work

I saw the possibilites, but I never
forgot the farce of it. I was tak-"
ing a part of mysell seriously
enough, but the rest of me was a
joke, and the story was a huge
hoax, a tremendous hoax—the
greater hoax because of its near-
ness to truth. It had not occurred
to my mind until a few days ago
t1hat it might be scrious.

And the author, in his proper
person, remarks in his. forewerd, af-
ter expressly disclaiming any exact
portraiture, that “ne wants to go
back home some tlme," to the Dan-
ville of his story, the “community
which knew him vaguely in his
earlier youth.,” If he does, he may
no doubt expect a warm welcome,
for kis portrayal of Danville is a
very living affair, too much so to be
flattering to local pride and preju-
dice.

Indeed, this background of the
story is one of its finest elements: a
emall masterpiece of stage setting,
never intrusive but always sufli-
ciently there, It is obviously, drawn
from the living model, and drawn
far more subtly and understandingly
than are the New York, Greenwich
Village and newspaper office accnr_'s:
which are no more thkan average
good, being the impressions of an
observer more or less from the In-
side but not wholly at home, whereas
in the Southern scenes he s patently
one “to tke manor born"

His Danville is indefinitely of the
South—not the far South; perhaps
Tennessee will do as a guess. It is
much the same kind of town, only a
little larger, as that which Mr. T. 8.
Stribling kas recently put so plainly
on the literary map in his “Birth-
right,” and the people of this story
are the white folks of that book,
only a little more sophisticated.
Trey are living what might be called
a pre-Darwinian life. The author
speaks incidentally of "“the ever
amusing but pitifully incomplete nar-
rative of Jonah and the whale, which
1 have the doubtful honor of being
the only man in Danville to doubt”
The church life is still important
a8 backpound, amd i appesrs

here as the courting place of the
very youthful Engene and Leila,
tke relationship which started all
the trouble of the story. Also inci-
dentally the occasional negroes who
turn up, merely ax jocal coler, as part
of the scenery, as* much like Mr.
Stribling’s. If this book had noth-
ing else to recommend it it would be
worth while as showing a cross-sec-
tion of that Southern society.

Eugene, then, at the age of 18,
gets to “keeping company” with
Lefla, and such an arrangement is
in that society regarded as a finality.
But the old folks are worried by the
apparent calm with which both Eu-
gene and Leila take it all. He goes
off to college and thence to the war,
and things just drag along. But
after his return he meets Mary
Louise and Imagines or suspects
himself in love with her. He doesn’t
want Leila, but when another suitor
turns up Eugene successfully drives
kim off. Thereafter comes his New
York newspaper experience and the
metropolitan Claudia, with whom he
almost commits matrimony, hgins
saved at the Jast moment by a crap
game and the urge to write a novel
—delightful details which the reader
gtould ponder for himself. Of course,
he ends by going back to Danville
and Leila after deciding to publish
the grea® novel anonymously—just
like this one. He has fulfilled his
“gbligation” to Leila, and one sus-
pects he may not find it so difficult
4 burden after all, since he is clearly
no Pyramus for wcoml there is but
one possible Thishs,

It is a subtle pisce of work, clever
and adroit at all points, if just the
least bit artificial. The key to En-
gene is stated definitely by his sup-
posititious father:

I thank God my son was born
with a sense of humor. Without
it he could never kave borne his
life. He had to have it. A con-
sciousness of oblization which
has amounted almost to a desul-
tory fatalism may kill the fiame
of his brain, yet his sense of
humor, outragegus as it is, kas
prevented that consciousness
from destroying his heart and
goul. And I thank God that he
lives, although 1 fear he may be
unkappy. « %

The reader, too, will be thankful,
glad to meet him, although we may
not worry very greatly as to his
future happiness, since the Eugenes
of reality generally manage to get
on pretty comfortably in spite of
their share of the divine fire, which
in their case is not altogether a con-
suming flame, HENRY WALKER.

THE LOVE STORY OF ALIETTE
BRUNTON. By Gilbert Frankau.
Century Company.

BE. FRANKAU has built a
M large layer cake of fiction in
this novel. It i= a coherent
whole, structurally sound, rather im-
posing in its architecture but readily
separable into its three component
parts, with a Hitle sugared frosting
of & “happy ending” on top. As
usual in such confections the filling,
the middle stratum, is the most in-
teresting part of it. The whole thing
makes an ample meal. 1t is nearly
twice as large as it really needed to
be, but it is nourishing.
The foundation layer is the very
familiar triangle: the unhappily

married woman, her cruel husbaml.|
and the noble lover, the thesis being |

that divorce should be casier, that
the husband does not own the un-
willing wife, as a slave, and that the
old theory as to “whom God hath
joined,” &ec., is out of date. “As
though,” the hero reflects, “human-
ity were any deity's stud-farm!™
Tt works out on the usual lines;
Aliette leaves her brutal husband,
Hector Brunton, to live with her
lover, Ronald Cavendish. But Brun-
ton refuses to sue for a divorce,
secking revenge in their social os-

tracism and the ruin of Cavendish’s |
It is all very well |

career at the bar.
done, but, in the phrase of the late
“Major Max" (which once almost
caused a duel), it reminds one of the

“gselter pup who retricves a last

year's bird's nest.”

it all too many tmes before to be |

greatly excited.

But then comes the filling, which |
It is a fine, |

is very much better.
subtly conceived study of Ronald's
mother, Mrs, Julla Cavendish, anod
the effect upon her of her son's un-
fortunate love affair,
tellectual woman, a famous writer,
novelist and essayist,
widow in the middle sixties, devoted

to her =on, but stil! helding fast to|

the remnant of Vietrian jdeas, be-
lieving divorce to be wicked,

holding to shreds of the old religious

faith, When the story opens she

She is an in- |

a wr-ailhy'

has just written a ‘Series of essays
on the evils of divoree, and the wick-
edness of yielding to the sentimental
impulses. Naturally the impaect of
her son's scandalous affair is tre-
mendous, At first she quarrels with
him, but it gradually dawns uvpon
her that she has been wrong in
her beliefs and that Ronald and
Aliette are “courageous” justified
and entitled to full sogial and legal
sanction. So she decides to come 1o
their help.

Mr. Frankau's presentation of old
Julia is admirable, at all points, even
to the somewhat bizarre outcome of
her growth. For when all else fails to
move the savage husband to sue, Julia
decides 1o make a novel out of the
case and bludgeon him Into action
by publicity. Her health is brooen,
but she manages to finish the book
before her death, and also to create

the detalls of which may be left to
the reader’s curiosity. The thing is
a striking piece of characterization;
sympathetically understanding and
brilliant in execution.

But then comes the top layer,
which is sheer melodrama, involving
a murder trial, astonishing resem-
blances, perjured evidence and a
whole movie scenarjo. This, too,
is excellently worked out along its
own lines, to good, if very stagey
effects. It even involves the burn-
ing of the will and other antiquated
stage devices. This section is crude,
but vigorous enough. It leads to the
inevitable epilogue of a promise of
future happiness for the eloping
couple and their baby. Mr. Frankao
explicitly states his thesis:

The Aliettes of England! The
women whose sole excuse for
matchood is love! There are half
a million such in Great Britain to-
day: Women whose only crime
is that, craviog happiness, they
have taken their happiness in de-
finace of some male, They are of
all classes, our Aliettes. You will
find them alike in our West End
and in our slums. . , . Some-
times their own strength, some-
times death, sometimes money,
sometimes the clemency of their
legnl owners egets them free, But,
for the most part, they live in out-
lawry.

There is also a queer side-light
upon changing conditions in social
London to-day In the suggestion that
if Julip and Aliette and Ronald had
been a little less obstreperous in
thelr position they might bave done
well enough, socially, withoui any
divorse. He tells us—

Social London, you see, was in
a state of moral flux. Cadogan
Bquare, Belgravia, and Knights-
bridge still clung rigidly to the
tenets of the Viclorian past
But for Mayfair, piarts of Kens-
ington, and the more artistic sub-

urbs, matrimonial jssues had as-

sumed a new aspect since the war,

Actually a tide of freer thinking on

the sex question had begun to

sweep over the whole of England.

Happiness had not yet come to be

acknowledged the only possible

basis of monogamy, but divorce re-

‘Ic_nr;m‘was no longer only in the
air—it was more or less on the

table of the house,

Despite its patent artistic faults,

Its redundancy and oceasional
lapses into sensationalism, the book
is steadily interesting, and of some
significance as a study of changing
isor!nl conditions. Mr, Frankau is
Always a forceful writer, and ft
should be added that there I no
Eln.inl of Ineciviousness, no leer in
| this story. It holds nothing for the
“smut hound,” and is nowhere vul-
gar or cheap in that direction.

H. L. PANGBORN.

in

INDELIBLE. By Elliot
Houghton Miffiin Company.
R. PAUL is the victim of an
idea that was too big for
him.
| epportunity in the plan of this novel,
the subtitle of which calls it a
“story of life, love and music In five
| movements,” but, in an old New
England phrase that
been familiar to the elder folk of the
first “movement”

H. Paul

chew.” The result
book, with many very fine and un-
usual things about it,

and comment, but one that reverthe-
less can hardly be called an artistic
success, Instead of being compre-
hensive, as it pretends to be,
mains narrow; instead of being dra-
matically impressive it is theatrical
Mr. Paul's vision is sometimes pene-
trating, but more often it is astig-
matic. The result s a distortion,

and | The book is ambitious enough, and

Continued on Following Page.

singular complications in her wm."

He had a very large |

it re- |

_ HAMLIN GARLAND’S WORKS

is with great pleasure that

S 1 My

land. Not often does the pop-
ularity of an author so completely justify a stand-
ardized collection of his works during his lifetime.
THE

BORDER EDITION

Hamlin Garland’s novels have come to be recognized
fwthurhﬁux’nhnu::ﬂuhwdfwﬂgah
uf!hzmﬂr.yﬂ. He was the first American

writer to paint a it of farm life in pioneer e
days—not the i picture of romanticists. The
i htheﬂuduﬁﬁmm :
i iri in of the Gray Horse
Boylzftonthef’nm Caﬁime
Main-Travelled Roads Hewpsr :
Other Main-Travelled Mart Hapey's Mate
Roads &M:Fm;:;w
, of the High
Rose of Dutcher's Coolly %lmg'l’ni
The Eagle Heart The Forester's Daughter
$1.50 per volume 315 the set

HARPER & BROTHERS Esiab'ished 1817 NEW YORK

BRIGHT MESSENGER

By ALGERNON BLACKWOCD
Author of “Jubius Le Vallon,” ““The Wolees of God,” elc.
-LOUISE M. FIELD

“There is a wonderful beauty,
a we::ldorful swmp and splen-

dor in the way = -
Mr. Blackwoedhlsdmeloped suggestion of auto-hypnotism,
this i developed it both a development of true and sav-
dramati and spiritually. ing love—all these are in “The
inte mmt?:d: Bright Messenger.' It is a fas
m%perb cinating book.”

—New York Times —The World, N. ¥.

$2.00. Any Bookstore can supply it: if nol, it can be had from

E.P.DUTTON & CO.,681 Fifth Avenue, New York

GENTLE JULIA

By BOOTH TARKINGTON -

“Don’t miss this book: But don't try to read
it aloud to any one. You couldn’t do it justice,
not in its best parts, because no one can speak
distinctly who is all broken up with laughing.”

New York Times.

* Tarkington at his best; it could not be more
readable. It is simply delightful from cover to
:ohu‘" . c.»l._tia,_ Ve u NC‘W York Post.

At every Bookstore $1.75

Doubleday, Page & Co. $ Garden City, New York
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would have |

of this symphony, |
We have read|he has “bitten off more'n he can|
is a striking!

i

& book that |
may very well attract wide attention |

|

|
|

The Dark House

I. A. R. WYLIE'S strongest novel

H. S. OSKISON writes : A. HAMILTON GIEBS

“Miss Wylie is delightful read calls it “‘one of the finest and
ing aside from the story she completest pieces of literature
may have to tell. There is that has been penned these
perhaps more of darkness and many years. . . . lenc working
striving in this story than mort out of its problem is as clear
readers care for, yet there is cut as a ond and makes a
an extraordinary quality of de- fascinating and cxciting book.

iight in the book, too. There From both the psychaological

is storm here, but there is peace and the fictions] angles ‘The
and loveliness, too.” Dark Hour i= an exceptional

,  =~—New York Herald. book.” -~ Philadelphia Ledper.

E. W. OSBORN writes : “In many ways it is a sironger piece
of work than Miss Wylic has given us before. In pnrtruhr it reveals
in the study of its principal character an a sym-

understanding and
pathy that seem to us phenomenally keen."—The World.
3 £2.00 at any bookstore
E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York
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